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THE DESTRUCTION OF DA 
DERGA'S HOSTEL. 
(Continued.) 
il 
Easy for me to liken him !" 
Fer-rogain wept till he shed his tears 
of blood over his cheeks. " Alas for him ! 
quoth he, 
" 
this child is a 
' 
scion of con 
tention* for the men of Erin with the 
men of Alba for hospitality and shape 
and form and horsemanship. Sad h his 
slaughter ! Tis a swine that goes 
-before mast." 'Tis a babe in age ! the 
best crown prince that has (ever) come 
into Erin ! The child of Conaire, son of 
Eterscel. L? in flaith is his name. Seven 
years there are in his age. It seems to 
me very likely that he is miserable 
because of the many appearances on his 
hair, and the various hues that the 
hair assumes upon him. This is special 
household. The thrice fifty lads that are 
around him. 
" 
Woe," says Lomna, 
" 
To him that 
shall wreak the destruction were it 
(only) because of that boy." 
" Ye cannot, says Ingc?l.'' 
" 
Clouds of 
weakness are coming on you, etc. ; and 
after that whom sa west thou ?" 
" 
There 
I saw six men in front of the same room. 
Fair yellow manes upon them ; green 
mantles about them ; tin brooches at 
the 
opening of their mantles. Half 
horses (centaurs) are they ; like Conall 
Cernach. Each of them throws his 
mantle round another, and is swift as a 
mill-wheel. Thine eye can hardly fol 
low them." 
" 
Liken thou those ? O Fer-rogain. 
" 
'Tis easy for me to liken them. 
There are the King of Tara's six cup 
bearers, namely, Uan and Broen, and 
Banna, Delt and Druchr,, and Dathen. 
That feat does not hinder them from 
skinking, and it blunts not their intel 
ligence thereat. Good are the warriors 
that are there ! Thrice their number 
will fall by them. They will share 
prowess with any six in the Hostel, and 
they will escape from their foes, for 
they are out of the elfmounds. They 
are the best cupbearers in Erin. Woe to 
him that shall wreak the destruction 
(were it only) because of them !" " 
Ye cannot," says Ingc?l." Clouds of 
darkness, etc. And after that whom 
sa west thou ?" 
" There I beheld a great champion in 
front of the same room, on the floor of 
the house. The shame of baldness is 
on him. White as 
cotton-grass is each 
hair that grows through his head. 
Earrings of gold around his ears. A 
mantle 
speckled coloured he wore. Nine 
swords in his hand, and nine silvern 
shields, and nine apples of gold. He 
throws each of them 
upward, and none 
of them falls to the ground, and there 
is only one of many on his palm ; each 
of them rising and falling past another 
is just like the movement to and fro of 
bees on a day of beauty. When he was 
swiftest I beheld him at the feat, and 
as I looked, they uttered a cry about 
him, and they were all on the house 
floor. Then the prince, who is in the 
house, said to the juggler : 
" We have 
come together since thou was a little 
boy, and till to-night the juggling never 
failed thee." 
" 
Alas, alas ! fair master Conaire, 
good cause have I. A keen angry 
eye looked at me ; a man with the 
third of a pupil which sees the goings 
of the nine bands. Not much to him is 
that keen, wrathful sight ! Battles are 
fought with it, said he. 
" It should 
be known till doomsday that there is 
evil in front of the Hostel." Then he 
took the swords in his hands, and the 
silvern shields and the apples of gold ; 
and 
again they uttered a cry and were 
all on the floor of the house. That 
amazed him, and he gave over his play 
and said : 
" 
O Fercaille, arise ! Do not 
. its slaughter. Sacrifice thy 
pig ! Find out who is in front of the 
house to injure the men of the Hostel." 
" 
There,'7 said he, 
" 
are Fer Cuafeigi, 
Fer-l?, Fer-gar, Fer-rogel, Fer-rogain. 
They have announced a deed which 
is not feeble?the annihilation of 
Conaire by Donn Desa's five sons, by 
Conaire's five loving foster brothers." 
" 
Liken thou that, O Fer-rogain ! 
Who has chanted that lay ? 
" 
" 
Easy for me to liken him," says 
Fer rogain. 
" 
Ta?lchinne, the chief 
juggler of the King of Tara ; he is 
Conaire's conjurer. A man of great 
might is that man. Thrice nine will 
fall by him in his first encounter, and 
he will share prowess with everyone in 
the Hostel, and he will chance to escape 
therefrom though wounded. What 
then ? Even on account of this man 
only, the Destruction should not bj 
wrought." " 
Long live he who should spare 
him ! 
" 
says Tomna Druth. 
" 
Ye cannot/' says Ingc?l, etc. " I beheld a trio in the front of the 
house ; three dark crown tufts on them ; 
three green frocks around them ; three 
dark mantles over them ; three forked 
. . . (?) above them on the side of 
the wall. Six black greaves they had 
on the mast." 
" Who are you, O Fer-rogain?" 
" 
Easy to say," answer Fer-rogain, 
" 
the three swineherds of the king, 
Dub and Douse and Dorcha, three 
brothers are they, three sons of Mafher 
of Tara. Long live he who should 
protect them ! woe to him who shall 
slay them ! 
' 
for greater would be the 
triumph of protecting them than (the 
triumph) of slaying them 
' 
,}\ 
" 
Ye cannot," says Ingc?l. 
(To be continued.) 
VIVISECTION. 
Dear A. I. R.?You must allow me 
to protest against the credulity of G. H. 
and the disingenuous sentimentality of 
the National Canine Defence League. 
What Mr. Knight's methods may be I 
am neither able nor called upon to guess, 
only I trust they are not those of the 
English Anti-Vaccination League, whose 
peculiar little ways have been lately 
somewhat 
startlingly shown up in the 
London Times. But may I ask G. H. 
whether she has for a moment consi 
dered the slur she is trying to cast on 
the grandest profession in the world? 
the medical profession ? 
To assert that anything is impossible 
is a sign of 
<( 
invincible ignorance ;" 
therefore, I own that there may be men 
who go through the arduous course of 
medical Study and overcome the red 
tape obstacles of the Home vJfnce for 
the sole purpose of being able to indulge 
in the joys of torturing helpless and 
inoffensive animals. But until I have 
before me such a case on unimpeachable 
authority I shall decline to think so 
basely of any fellow creature. Certainly, 
the so-called facts contained in Miss 
Power Cobbe's famous diatribe are not 
of that order, since they were at the 
time proven to be the wildest misstate 
in ents. 
In the name of suffering humanity, in 
the name of the suffering rich, above 
all in the name of the suffering poor, let 
us rid our minds of the sentimentality 
which we mistako for tender-hearted 
ness. Especially in the name of the 
suffering poor, who are at least as worthy 
of consideration as our dogs. The rich 
patient can afford to linger out years of 
helpless invalid life, often without suf 
fer ng, rather than risk an operation, 
the result of which may be doubtful. 
The bread-winner, to whom such a life 
means death by starvation or the accept 
ance of begrudged alms, must risk the 
operation at all hazards. Does G. H. 
realize that to forbid experiments on 
animals?which are generally rabbits 
and guinea pigs, but that is by the way 
?reduces doctors to make their experi 
ments direct on their human patients ; 
in other words, to vivisect men and 
women, because the sentimental mem 
bers of the community object to it on 
dogs ? 
; 1 have been under the surgeon's knife 
myself, and I refuse to be persuaded 
that the gentle touch that can handle 
without alarming, and with the mini 
mum of pain, a sick child or a nervous 
woman has been or can be acquired by 
| a nature callous to the sufferings of 
animals. 
We have all seen carters ill-treating 
? their horses. Are we to forbid horses 
to be used for the traction of carts in 
consequence ? As logical is it to argue 
I that because a student or a medical man 
may have now and then behaved 
brutally, therefore no one shall hence 
forward be allowed to tread the path 
along which alone scientific progress in 
surgery is possible. E. D. 
[I shan't put in anything else about 
this controversy, which looks a little 
too like the letting forth of many 
waters.?Ed.] 
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